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0  caviller, thou callest yonder Idol's tress a zone.

Thou paynim1 would they'd hanged thee high with thine own zone whileie! l

Ghazel. [156]

Ne'er a moment withouten dole are we;

How stiange aie the ways of the world, ah me!

On earth there is none understands his case.
The ways of the world are stiange, perdie!

The Sphere ever turns without rest or pause,2
And thus shall it do while the world shall be.

Their souls in the fire day and night they fling,
And on water and dust do they spend their fee. 3

What of thine may this House of Illusions hold,4
Or in what may this cupola5 profit thee?

1  O caviller, thou callest the Idol's (beauty7?) tress a 'zone' (the emblem of
infidelity, see  p. 44, n. 4), thus implying that she is a paynim because she
wears it, and  I  because  I  love it.  So cruel a suggestion proves thyself to
be  a paynirn; as  such thou must  have a zone of thine own, with which I
would they had hanged thee.

3 Alluding to the continual changes brought about in human affairs by the
revolution of the spheres. See vol. i, p. 44, n. 3.

3 i. e. men are ever wasting theii lives and substance in the pursuit of
earthly (material) vanities.

* Can this world of unrealities be a lasting home for thine eternal soul?

5 The dome of the spheie and all which is beneath its vanth.